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Springs to Green river, is one hundred and thirty-
five miles in width.    It is a region of sand and
stones, without a tree, without a shrub, without a
spring of fresh water.    Bones of elk and antelope,
of  horse  and bullock,  strew   the  ground.    Here
and there, more thickly than elsewhere, you come
upon a human grave; each of which has a story
known  to  the  mountaineers.    This   stone  is  the
memorial of five stock-men who were murdered by
the Sioux.    Ton pole marks the resting-place of a
young emigrant girl, who died on her way to the
Promised Land.    That tree is the  gallows  of   a
wretch,  who  was hung by his  companions in a
drunken brawl.    The whole track  is  marked  by
skeletons and tragedies; and visible nature is  in
sternest   harmony with   the   work   of  man.     A
little wild sage grows here and there, scattered in
lonely bunches in the midst of a weak and stunted
grass.    The  sun-flower all but disappears,  attain-
ing,  where it  grows  at  all, no  more   than   the
size of a common daisy.    The hills are low,  and
of a dirty yellow tint.    A fine white film of soda
spots  the landscape,  here in broad fields,   there
in bright patches, which the unused eye mistakes
for   frost   and   snow.     When   the   creek,   which
lends   its   bitter   name   to the valley,  is  full  of